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“Gotting tired * she aaked
| “No." he said. And then suddenly
“Roee, why did vou ever minrt 127"

BYNOPSIS,

rang Hivruan

' i Bolpg n medium, you moan?”
B sl f Cepet i > - z
PR A TN T, ' Yoen I'ho word was out 'of bis lpn
ail n.-;lr{ i-. niu upan b man |y fore wonder entered his mind,
e selivin o AW nil w'!
ikt aa Sianaka b L sventing sod Now, how did you got that—what 1
W td guarreltong with Blanskin  wue thinkiog of? You make e won
wholle iton mirank
gt i der I there alo® something In your
1 takes Inta lher miwtiuenlilp
ol all af M R . we .
Mg Miss Fatiil Well” mald Rtonalie When you're
up comifin 1 lwft an orphan at twelve—thore nio’:
ol LiPoiline Wi '
dther Boarosen much choles  Profesanr Vango adopt
lwavm th it ol me—my mother was in his elrele

rll.".‘. o ! '1: Cld fake'  But he lind medidmahip,
il oo, an' he thought, an’ | thought, he
u_‘. ,_.". brovgh! somethin’ out of me Anyhow
¥ 1t | waw things. Bo | became o medinm
e o il | 1R ¥0U hoeame a cop—boen it hap
in | prned that way Somotimes,” added
- Ronalte, drawing all sting from her
i words by & finsh of her dimples, 1
h har thinle you're awfual stupld, Martin Me
v, win’ woenetimes think you'rn a
; L I T | wonilar It genveally necording to
ot it il on with totey Bar- | Whether or ho you ageen with me Ab
i |.I: |'I.” |Il|.pl_:.'r:r '.""f..”j.'.';! yoll mimtly do, | gonerlly eall yon a
and be dtkeovernd by Betey Ttar-  Wonder.  An' you've got getthers b
i Uhe noxt morning Tinimy up "‘ gldes.  Slow, but yon do get there.”
; i : .Hul.:”..ll |I|:ll;..lll y -II"... .: b 4' e W Thin bit of convorsation fulfilled Mo
ot Advortising Agency anlla's LT ey It turned the nub
Jeel from heraoll to Inapector Melioa's

CHAPTER VIIl—Continued foll; und ahe koew from a life of ox

ward was It and yet so quick, ba had
eaught her in his arwos and kissed her
beavily on the facoe

| Rosalie did not seem to struggle;
vot somehow, withou! haste, without

dwarranglog herself 1o ono Httle ftem,

wns fres of him, The surge In
Martin MeGeo recoded an rapldly an
W had risen. He stood blank, s color
tiilekening
Martin

sho

sald  Rosalis Lo
you Jest cut that out!™

MoGoa "

LrALEe

Moving the Pawna.

At broakfnst pext morning, Rosalie
game—opeted It lke »
humnan chessmen, with a
triflitig move or two of the pawos.

Bon't any of peaple e
tonintied,” wald, "I sour clothes
look strange and omlerly when you get
tonight This s my
clonning closeis. | announee now that
i ] find anything tan't hung where 1t
I'm going to set It right,
wone, Hosulle Le
refusing nsklatancs from Mme

[ CHAPTER IX.
|
|

ey

of

apened
master
vou [110]

#hie
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olght ta he

When they wore

Girange

imple- | “What Do Your Spirits Say to Youl”

Il-l:-l..l\..-.‘ !.|I!]:ttf:|.“‘_-n|lllll:.“.‘ poseny il:‘””“‘:‘ SO0 Mt Hpoy Wio . Th
Well, the raln camo to aud #talned WL AbALre
"How 4o you fiel about me todiay?
b pupposs w0, andd Hosalie Hut he nkoyd \\.I'h heavy male coquatry
whe made n minote examination, Lot . ]""”r! L made up my mind today
vindale for o we: ond Ll privacy of R0 HRlG .h'.;' IS wmets Loman} tho
v mind Denr old dops!™ 1t was :"-:|u-- She rcrossed the room and
sving, ho hasnt thousht o 160k nio Humbled with the catelh of the south
tho:wouther that night. He Qo' keow |.=1 Hu rigo hr:.!‘ull} to help her
find: Blowia do And Atahnnd Falt No, thank you she mald. "No
e for mood whet | oo Inlo Qi thank you I want 1o look over this
i, mnd 1 saw them open the win fire eitage. 1'm that old 1 ean't go up |
PR modest-like, It's enough to have the
Wil she satd alowd, “that's all for onographers rubberin’ from  these
60 INOW Sol' sbe. Lhe' Puraitite witidown, without you
s’ lim elothes an' everything * However, ale managnd  with sur
Howan half wn hour before Hosalle pasultig lightness the step from  th
Vindihidd ber senrel of Ui room,  She [ WiNMOW to the dron stalrway, with as
nf over It inch by Inch, her lips I"”"“!'“-i' Erage  the nseent 8he
reeied, Bor Liands making qulek ot hreadad 1t to Its top, viewing It all in
disgunt oyer the dirt and dis | ® Bensral way, Then she stopped, ma
rder. Bhe wpoke e, and then ws NS 0 picture of borself an eho bal
holigh Lo haeidll, Inspector Molipe wneed on the landing, and pulled oot a
finally, mave up following her wwift wire hoirpin.  Thin universal
movoments, montal and phyileal, and | MO0 oF the sox she twisted to sult |

hor purposs, and hegan o slow deseent,
plekineg at tho Interstices of the Iron
e worked downward nearly one

vostod hilmeell in a Morris chair. His
¥aw i life of grim hard things; (hosoe
sivronndingn depressing even to ftosn

flight

Moore, pat on dusi-cap and lopg apron
and made good her word.  [ut ahe did
more than elean. From Miss Hard

to & enke of |0 apartmont on the grovud Noor to

by, wers Lo him part of the day's before she cams p - T

work. And wo be foll to watehing nat | WP 108 corner of the fron atepe.  Shs Ming Futrilia’s on the wp, she exam-
ho wearch for evidence Bt the figure hrushod 1t pway and discovered s Httle ld!  mlnutedy overs Il:qm-m..n’_ aud
f Rosalio Lo Grange.  There wan 7 gulirity in the metal. She plekod | "Very pile of SHESK,)\ When :Ihd =
somnthing plenslng, and more than thin with her twisted halrpin. I I'-'.'r!u'll. when |-!:-- p«r..m-t In .|--'r oW
plouslug, dbout (s woman hers, Mo PTOY0d toben loop of steel, somewhat I :'II”", dressing  for the  wreet, she
remembersd how ahe hind nppeared (o Apotted, but sthll bright. Bhe hooked T_mhj N VRIY. SSiphs e '?"' e
ihm tan yeurs wgo, when sho begnt the pin into the loop, and pulled. Bom | way her housedress, she took rom
fMashiltig In and not of bix life thing gave way.  Out of & very mmall | /18 pocket the red shoe button. She

He dincd

son witting o another house of mur. | MW 0 the dron atep, which weemed |
fer, wond bo hiad seon bher eross the ko i bubble Jeft tn the process of |
droot. Ho had morked Wer thon gy o | “PFHOR, came o dittle hard tall.  She
peach'—a Tittle o plump for bin idei rubbed It with ber hands, and polished

It with her handkerohief

It was o red shoo button

Roaille fingered tt, and glanced up
ward, musiug. Above, tho lron stalr
wiuy ran wtralght to the windows of the |
lumber room. And Lhat was the only
window from whleh It could have fall
en In such fashion na te strike the fire
vaeape, Bhe knew from Mra. Moore
thut thix room had been used for stor-
ngy durinig all of the lost year. If &
previous tenant dropped it the Iae-
quer would be gone or tarntshed by
now, The other windowa on the fourth
floor were cut off from view of the fire
encapn by an Irregularity of the wall
From those windows, one could scarce-
Iy have thrown the button and hit that
spol on Lhe fArs escape—“let nlone
droppin’ 1t,” thought Rosalis

Hoealle wrapped the button o her
handkerchlef and continued her search
Nothing heavier than piraws and
seraps of paper.

“Well, you never can tell,” sho sald
to herself an she straightened up on
the landing before Capinin Hanska's
window; "let's see—who In my house
fyer wears—"'

Bhe stopped all motlon here; and
| sinee there wns no need for concenl-
| ment, her faco showed tho whock
! * lwhlrh she felt. Her oyes widened;

o Dosuty, but pretty novertheless, She
had brown bale then; and those big
grny syen. Tho vyed remnined os thoy
vorg, bul there was n foam of white
wrons ber halr. The fare had fallen
tnio n delleate ridge hero and there,
*howgh massage had taken care of the
stinklos, which showed not as wyou
for figure had brondencd o 1ittle—yaot
sho atill bore It wondertully. The skin
of hor long plump bands bad begun to
gathoer aboul the kuuckles. And silll
tho appealed Lo hlm as she had ney. |

her jaw droppoed

“Unirhum!' she buzzed with the tone
of one who gathers the straws of sus-
plelon  intoe n  sheaf of facl
“Um-ham!"

And just then the voles of Inspector
MoGee boomed from within.

“Protly near through™ he askod.

“Much we I want,” replled Rosalle,
ar wppealed In those fOrst days. He | volee and face falllng at once Into in-
bind no great mmount of lmaglantion; | difference, “ls there a place to wash
Dut what ho had sonred and took flight, | in this house? Water ain't turned off
Suppose—then—when they were both | yet? All right.”
YOuUng When, ten minutes later, wshe re-

The Might stopped thern: the bird | turned from the lavatory, marvelously
of Imagination fluttered to earth, killed | treshiened in appearance, the inspoctor
by an arvow of memory. This was— | pwalted her In the lower hall.
had always been—a medium, & profes. | 1 may bo wanting to come again,”
slonal faker. In their early segualnt- | whe sald, “Will you let the cops know?”

Jt Was a Red Shoe Button,

wmnes whe had doped even bim. She
was next door o 8 crook; and he
dwoll ap close Lo crooks us to hava his |
tolerations, bul nlse hin prejudices.
Mo, whe wasn't the kind for a man.
Mut it was a pity. The broad, llurdyl
police bosom of Martin McGoo hoaved |
with a sigh.

“Well, how do I stack today 1" asked
Muartin McGee, “smart or stupld?

“Kind of between,” jabbed Rosalle,
“but edgin’ toward stupid still.” Bhe
smilod agaln over her shoulder; a dim-
ple played and then another; a lock
of halr fell from its fastening over her
cheek.

The algh did not escape Hosalle Le |  And wuddenly something happened;
‘Urange; Uttlo fu hor surroundings ever | something which Martin MeGee, blush-
-omcaped her. 8he appeared o come | ing over it later in sllence and secrecy,
~out of her thoughtful mood, and her  could not himself mceount for. With
Atraples Bashed, the metlon of a daneing bear, an ywl.

inepected 1t agadn, and locked (U away
in the deopest compartinent of her

| jrwel cane

Howalle walked briskly to s book
store In the heart of the torelgn dis-
triet, held short consultation with the
elerk, Journeyed another block, and
stood at length before a wign lettered
In many topgues. She Lealtated and
began talking 1o hersell

“You can't teach an
tricks,” she remarked

“But sometimes you can brush up
the old tricks ho used (o koow ' ahe
ndded.  “It'N1 take time—well any-
wiy, I'm here!” and she antered

When she emerged, It Incked but
half an hour for lunch time. Al the
table, she made subtle lnquiry about
tha plans of her boarders for the day.
Mr. North, already busy with his
agenoy, had not come homs to luach
at all. Betsy-Barbara had an ongage
ment to help him select furniture. Con-
stance must spend the afternoon with
her lawyors. Professor Noll Intended
to read s paper at the Health Food
conference. Miss Harding nod AMlss
Jonoes never cume home bétween
brenkfast and dinner tlme

“Now's my chance—whlle the house
ls empty mn' my nerve's good,” she
pald o herself as the boarders depart
ol

Forthwith, Rosalle moved a major
plece. Sho mounted tho stalrs toward
Miss Estrilla’s room. She was bohav-
Ing etrangely. Her eyes looked far
awny. Her manner sesmed remole to
the things of thils world. As sghe
knocked and entered, she prssod her
hand over her eyes, gave a little con-
vulsive Jerk, dropped her hand to her
pide, and shook bersolf

Misa Estrilla lny back among the
cushions in haif-light. Bhe seemed to
catch the strange new manner of Ros
enlle.

“What's the matter? she asked.

Rosalle did not noswer at once. Bhe
gave o little stagger, sank down g o
chalr, and began o murmur insrtiou:
late syllables tn a low apd rather
husky volce.

“What has happonea™ aaked Mjse
BEstrilla agaln; and she spoks in real
nlarm.

p Tosalie sat upright as with great
offort. Onee or twice her handa
clasped and unciasped.

“Give me that glase of waler” she
said In o half-whisper. Bhe drank;
she wot her fingers and dabbed her
temples.

“Are you W17 Shall I send for somn
onel” repeated Miss Batrilin

“I'm better now,” replied Rosalis In
o firm but rather sleapy volce. “It's
cruel to frighten yow But listen. I'm

old dog new

'n troubls in & way”—at this, Miss Bs-

day for |

| etornity,

trilln settled back ar though relleved,

sonieliow —“an’ I've just got to aak for
yiur  help, Now pleaso  don't be
reared,  Its really nothin'—only—well,
I've got 1o tell about It; | guess.” Al
the woearlness of the world was in that
Inat phrase, "1 git took this way some-
times, Thera's nothin' dreadful about
It when folks understand. Don't eall
wmybody, please don't, Jest stuy whoere
vou wre.  Inoa minute, T'H be goln' out
myself —unconsclous, you know. 1
‘alk, probably, | may thrash around a
irele, By an' by, 'l stop talkin' an'
e perfectly  quiet Here Rosalle
huddered threo or four times again
mperaonated an efort of the will, and
NHEST "Dow't do anviling to me
hile ' talkin', But aflter I'm done
lay quiet, walt Dve minutes, Then
I don't come to, sprinkle water In
shiake me—anything an'
anybody These lnst

fnoe

tell

Jots't

irds died away In u erooning under.
tiine Hosalie snnk deeper Into her
chadr, Her oyon fixed on the distance

Girnduaily, her lide fell,
for pomo time, Immoblle

So uhe restod
Misn Estril.

In, sitting up on her couch, watched |

Hosalle Intently. Now and then, Rosas
¢ noted, her breathing came o irreg-
dlar lttle catches. From the cover
of ber long eyelashes, beat instrument

i her trado, Rosalle stols & glance
which took in thin constrained attl
tude.  Bho let her lids droop to o full
ClORme

"Ugh—aoh-—ugh! went  Rosalle's
volek finally; and at the deoep tone, so
unllke Hosalle's accustomed silvern
aveents, Miss Fatrilla startod

Doctor Carver It wis i deop male
virlen whieh proeseded from Hosalle's

optranced lps; this mule voles of her |

i been the envy of her old contem-
poraries—"n—ah! Doctor Carver, |
come (o speak of a8 young man. 1 ses
hWitn newr this placo. | soe o struggle
about him. | eeo & glans of liguor on
ong side of him and & woman's hand

on the other. He s drawing toward
the woman's hapnds I son hor more
clearly now. She has golden hiair. |
s him worklng far into the night
His hand 18 writing—ugh- This was
2 kind of shuddering groan 1 am go
ltge ! Another sllence. Then s light
fute-like volep—the accustomed tone
uf Leughing Eyes, Roaalle's (famous
tehild gontrol. and the most artistic |
thing whe did
"Flowers for a pretty indy!” came
th-- valee of Laughing Eyvos Preuy
| lndy 18 nick, Pretty lady v eryving It's
bright Bere  And the spirits ik o
| 1 Oue, two, three spirits Wk to
Langhing-Eyet, Oune of them wants
| the pretty lady-—oh, he's gone! Ho In

| wenk, 1 am weak—good-by—protty
il(n\n.’lH'-'n Hpn closed, and sbe sottied
down as though lute deeper sleep. Sho
waltad through n space which seomed
Presently ahe heard a rust
Hug from the bed, Migs Eatrilla had
moved. Rosalle braced herself with.
In for the shock of cold water. But
Miss Estrills only shook har
mude n Bleapy motion and became still
Miss Estrilla shook ber again, and
called into her car,

Madame Lo Grange—wake up!™

This time, Hosalle permitted her
eyes 1o opon. She etared u moment
un at things remote, fetghed another
shudder, sat bolt upright. Her first ex-

presslon was bewlldered; her sscond
startled. There followed every ap-
pearance of embarrassment and
chngrin,

“Oh, what has happened?' she said.

“Don‘t you know?" asked Miss Ee-
irilla, regarding her narrowly.

"I ramember coming In here” snld
Rosalle, “an' I remember telling you
that I might go out—fall aslesp.” She
nrose at this and began nervously to
pace the room.

Rosalle |

*T've got to apologize,” she went on,
*“1 am—well, the last time | was took
this way, | went to my own yoom.
When ! came to, It was dark—the ser-
vants thought I'd gone away an' for-
got 1o come home o dinner. ]| made
up my mind 1 wouldn't let It happen
agaln ke that—an' you were the

only person in the house. Was I oul—
ansleap—long*”
“About wix or meven minutes, |

thinlk,” sald Misa Estrilia. Suddenly
she covered her eyes with thelr green
shade,

“What does !t mean, all this™' she
asked.

“Foor dear, 1 belteve 1 must have
bothered you with my talklog—If I di¢
tali.” Bhe approsched the bed, and
nat down

“Now I'm goin' to tell you all about
it" purmued Rosalle; *1 must, of
course. It aln’t right not to explain,
now I've made this scene. Hut you'll
be the only Nvin' soul waround the
houss that knowe n thing, an' you'll
understand what 1 mean when I'm
through. Comin' right out with It, I'va
been a modlum—a spirit medium—all

my Iife. You kmow whut that is, don't
youT"

“Oh, yea!"

“DMdn"t know but vyou mightn't

| Bomo folks don't, an’ somo hold a low
| opinlon of 'etn. 1 do mysell.” HRosalis
| pnused, “That was why | ent It out,
| maybe—that and the feelin' that my
powers was goin'. Well, one day comes
i legney—money I'd naver countod on
| or expected.  An' that bappened jeat
| when It seemed like my power had
grown weak an’ 1 had to quit or be a
fake—bocause when people come an’
pny you two dellars you have to de
liver answers or youw'll git no more
{custom. Bo 1 jest determined to drop
It all an' go o keapin' boarders with
my money.*
| Rosalle made the proper dramatie
| pause here, and let her volce fall

“You ean’t do a thing all your life,
| though, an’ stop it right nway. 1 hadn't
| counted on that
i my trances exactly.
of comin' when they wanted to
ean hold 1t off for a while, an' then—
Twice be

They had a way
|
[its lko holdln' off leep

fore this week It's happened
vou what T did the swecond time, an'
how It searsd me. An° just now,
wtandin’ In the hall, 1 felt it comin’

on—atrong. You know the rest. An'
I hope you'll excuse me—an' you
won't eny a thing, will you?™ Rosa-

lin's volee held all the pleading In the |

world

I never could control |

You |

Paw Knows Everything.
Willle—Paw, what ls a plece de re-
slstance?
Paw—A steak after your
gots through frylng It, my son.
Maw—You go to bed, Willle.

mother

Living Up to Theary.
“He never vranks hls son, does he?™
“No, be's an eMelency crank.”
“What's that got o do with 1t
“He says the upward stroke s lost
motion.*—Houston Post.

A woman's face (v her history—
though few can read between the lines,

WOMAN IN
BAD CONDITION

Restored To Health by Lydia
E. Pinkham's Vegeta-
ble Compound.

Montpelier, V&. — ““We have great
faith in your remedies. I was vary ir-
: g regular and was
tired and sloepy all
A the time, would have
cold chille, and my*
hunds and feet would
bloat. My stomach
bothered me, 1 bhad
pain in my side and
# bad hendache most
Lydia
E. Pinkham's Vege-
table Compound has
done me lots of good
and 1 now feel fine. Iam regular, my
stomach is better and my pains have all
loft me. You can use my name if you
| like. T am proud of what your reme-
| dies have done for me."” — Mra. MARY
Cavtmer, 21 Ridge St., Montpelier, V&,

An Honest Dependable Medicine

It must be admitted by every fair-
minded, intelligent person, that n medi-
cine eould not live and grow in popularity

to-clny hold

| for nearly forty years, and

I've told |

Mins Entrilln, oxprossioniess hehind |

her shude, spoko in an oven

apd unemotionul volee

groon

“And what do your epirita iy to
You ™

“To mo! replied Rosalle; “good
none, 1 don't know 1 wish I &g, !

find afterwards from other
people what 1 sald or did. Well, I'mm
na sorry ns cun be that | bothered you,
an’ won't do it ugaid, If 1 can help IL
a1 talk mueh ™

“Not agreat deal  Something about
n young man and o young woman.”

“Avybody In the house? Sometimen

they tell me apirits talk about
folks n thousand miles away an'
sometitmes nbout folks that are right
here"

Mies Estrllle seomed to be connsld:
ering this, When she spoke, her voleo
still even nnd perfectly con:
but #he did not answer the

linve 1o

my

was
trolled;
queation
“You have been very kind,” she
sald, “and 1 don't see why vou should
| tell any one slee. You may come heras
| whenever you feel that way, It would
| b¢ & pleasure to return your kind:
| nees."
Rosalie sighed as in relief

| =My! That's geod. 1 didn’t want to
ank—Iit's u lot to meak of anybody-—but
now you've offered, I'll take It I've
been thinkin' lately It would be a good
thing to lat go of myealf when 1 feel
It comin’, nn" get It off my system,
| Was that the bell? Excuse me—I
| aln't sure that lanzy Molly will answer
| {t—An' thank you, my dear.”

The bell was only n peddier. When
Rosalle had disposed of him, she con-
|eulted her watch. Much remained of
| the afternoon.

I “Good time to git In an hour's ses

slon with that darned phonograph,”

she sald; and she took refuge In her

own blg clothescloset—which, exper

Iment huad shown, was sound-prool.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

HOW TO PLACE THE MIRROR

One Should Be Hung in a Dark Hall
Where It Will Barve a Triple

Purpose,

Always place a mirror In a dark
hall, If It can be so placed that It re-
flects the opening Into the living or
drawingroom, It will serve a triple pur-
pose—Iit will be & convenivnee to the
guosts and members of the family
when they are starting out, it will tn-
crease tho light and ft will make the
hall seem bigger,

In a lving room pince several ir-
rors, If the room ls dark. Place them
in rather unexpected places, A lonk
narrow mirror can be hung length-
wise, perhaps In a corner beside n
door. Another mirror can be placed
on n wall opposite n window and so
will refinct the garden or troes or soa
or streot and glve the room apparent-
ly another window. Another mirror
can bo placed st such an angle that It
will not necessarily reflect the people
sitting about the fire. The ’m of
living room mirrors is ot o To-
flections of the persons in the room,
and upch reflections are sometitaes an-
noying ;

In bedrooms and dressing rooms mir
raors cannot be too many. A pler glass
In convenlent, and especially desira-
blo becauwe It éan be placed JACTORS &
corper of the room ar In some other
position which makes It of decorntive
value, But far more practical In &
emall room-—and cheaper, too—Iis the
mirror fastened to the door. It should
be held In place by the wooden panek
inug.

Held to Thelr Carrlage.

A man wseated In his own private
earringe placed upon a (rack at the
ond of a rallway traln would prob-
ubly bo consldered a bit of a crank
nowadays. Yet 1t wan quite a com-
mon oecurrence within the memory of
many people still livizg. The late
duke of Portland always traveled In
that way between Welbeck and Lon-
don. And In Notes and Queries the
Rev. Sir David Hunter-Blair tells a
story of a gentleman he knew in his
youth who was wont to go from Lan-
don to Brighton in the same fashion.
Once the truek at the end of the traln
got disconnected in a tunnol, lear

"
| should be impeded from coming Lo theJRaly

| a record for thousands upon thousands
of netual cures, as has Lydia E. Pink-
bam's Vegetuble Compound, without
pousessing great virtue and actual
worth, Such medicines must be looked
upon and termed both standard and
dependnble by every thinking person,
If you have the slightest doubs
that Lydia E. Pinkbam's Vegeta~
ble Compound will help you,write
toLydin E.Pinkham Medicine Co.
(confidential) Lynn, Mass.,for ad«-
vice. Your leiter will be opened,
read and answered by a woman,
and held in striet confidence.

Settler:
aYear '-

Immigration figures show that the
population of Canadaincreased dur-
ing 1013, by theaddition of 400,000
now settiers from the United States ™ 38
and Europe. Most of thesa have gone
on farms in provinces of Manitoba, 48
Saskatchewan and Alberta,

Lord William Parey, an English Notdeman,
ays: y

“The possitilitien and opportunities offared iy
by the Canadian West ars s0 Infinitely 8

greater than thosa which sxist In England,
that (b seems absurd Lo think thal peop

cauntry whers they can most easlly
caralnly Improve thelr poaition.

Now districts are being openad un,
which will make accessabla a greal
number of homesteads in districts
especially adapted to mived larm-
Ing and grain ralsing.
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0ld Records for New
Send us your old, broken or
i \s for Colombi
or Victor Talking Mackines,

For sach one send weo will
allow yuum % discoust off
:"”“'% P:“‘.'.".:.,:;".::::,.‘:
The Record Exchange
Liggett Building, St. Louis, Mo.
HERE IS A

»

T




